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Broom on Cowdenknows. 


A Favourite Scots Sox. 
—— 


HEN ſummer comes, the ſwains on Tweed | 


Sing their ſucceſsful loves ; 
Around the ewes and lambkins feed, 
And muſic fills the groves : 
But my lov'd ſong is then the Broom 
So flir, on Cowdenknows ; 
For ſure ſo ſoft, ſo ſweet a Broom, 
Elſewhere there never grows. 


Oh ! the Broom, the bonny Broom, &c. 


There Colin tun*'d his oaten reed, 
And won my yielding heart; 


No ſhepherd that e er dwelt on Tweed, 


Could play with ſo much art; 
He ſang of Tay, and Forth, and Clyde, 
The bills and dales around ; 
Of Leader-haughs, and Leader- ſide; 
Oh! how I bleſs'd the ſound, 
Ohl the Broom, &c. 


Not Tiviot braes, ſo green and gay, 
May with its Broom compare ; 
Not Yarrow's banks in flow'ry May, 

Nor buſh aboon Traquair ; 
More pleaſing far are Cowdenknows, 
My peaceful, happy home, 
Where 1 was wont to milk my ewes 
At eve, among the Broom. 
Oh! the Broom, &c. 
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